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Dedication 


To all those who have served, are serving, or will serve in defence of 
their country, and their loved ones. 
To those who have died in the wars in Africa, normally a long way 
from home. 
To all those whose names are known or unknown who sacrificed so 
much for what they believed in, or even sometimes, even more 


importantly, for their buddies. 
You live on in our memories and we think of you every day. 
We will meet again at that final roll-call when we will all be 
“Present” once again. 









birthday which coincided with the 20" Anniversary of my 

first year in the Army (National Service). My birthday is on 
the 13" of November, so it often overlaps Remembrance Day which 
is held on the closest Sunday to the 11" of November. As it happens, 
I have memories of two birthdays during National Service, the first 
we were in the Townships outside Port Elizabeth and the second on 
the “Border” i.e. South West Africa/Namibia. 

When I started remembering, I got guite emotional, and I 
know that a lot of my family and friends did not (and do not) 
understand why, and it made me realise that I should do something to 
ensure that the memories don't die. I thought that an anthology of poems was a 
good idea as it was possible to reflect the good and the bad, the sentimental and 
the irreverent without getting too bogged down... and when I told Willem 
Steenkamp about what I was thinking, he offered me some of his poems and so 
the ball started rolling. After that, the contributions started rolling in, and once I 
mentioned the project on ArmyTalk, I was surprised by the positive reaction, and 
by the poems that were sent to me. 

Some of the poems here are in Afrikaans, some in English and some in 
a strange mixture of the two. This reflects the reality of the military experience in 
South Africa (especially in those years). Where appropriate, there are foot-notes 
to explain terms and words that have been used, but in the main, if you don't 
understand, then it doesn't matter... as these are mostly words from those who 
were there. If you really need an explanation, turn to your husband, father, 
brother or son who was there... I am sure they will be able to explain, and who 
knows, you might learn something about their experiences. 

There are some poems included from two Cuban contributors. I tried to 
get hold of poetry from “the other side", but the closest I could come was from 
Larry and Santiago. 

There are a lot of ghosts who walk with me every day, and as a young 
man, I wrote poems in an attempt to express my feelings and emotions about the 
intense situations that I was confronted with. Some of the poems are about 
feelings of love or loneliness, and it is my belief that soldiers are mostly 
incredibly lonely, in spite of the fact that they are surrounded at all times by their 
comrades. Every soldier that I have ever known has expressed a sense of 
incredible longing for home and loved ones. Expressed beautifully in the 
Afrikaans song that I was taught by some SAKK soldiers on a wet morning 
once... 


r | “his book of poems was an idea that I had on my 39" 


"Moenie huil nie Meisiekind, 
Die troopie kom weer” 


(Roll of Honour http://www.justdone.co.za/ROH/) 
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Willem Steenkamp 
(steenkampw@mweb.co.za) 


Willem Steenkamp has served for many years with the Cape Town Highlanders, 
first as an NCO and then, after reaching the rank of Staff-Sgt, got his 
commission. He is still serving in the Citizen Force with the rank of Major. 


He is a well known author and historian, and has written some of the definitive 
histories of aspects of the Border War. 





Willem Steenkamp in the centre 
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SMOKESHELL (1980) 


'n Mokerhou vir Swapo! brul die een opskrif. 
300 Terro's Dood! skreeu daar 'n ander jubelaar. 
'n Sege vir Suid-Afrika! raas 'n gemakstoelgeneraal. 


Mokerhou? Sege? Nou ja, 
As hul so sê dan wâs dit seker so. 
Maar ek onthou nie juis die triomf nie. 


Die stowwerige sweetkonkreet 
op elke troep se vuil gevreet - 
Ja, dít onthou ek goed. 


Die goor tong van die rook en vrees 
(maar-korporaals-moet-kalm-wees) - 
Ook dit onthou ek goed. 


Die dubbel dop adrenalien, 

wat oë ekstra skerp laat sien 

(en agterna die bewerige bene, 
groot ou stewels swaar soos stene) - 


Die tenklandmyn se dof "BA-BAMM!” 
wat flenters bande weg laat skram - 


Die paraffienasem van die Ratel," 
enjin skreeuend in sy katel - 


Die "BOEF ... BOEF!" van die veldkanonne, 
moordend soos 'n trop mal honde - 


Die chopper wat kom casevac"" 
Vergeefs gejaag deur rooi ack-ack" - 


Ja, dit onthou ek goed. 


En die dooies - hul onthou 
ek baie, baie goed. 


Sonder naam en sonder strewe, 
sonder skoene, sonder lewe, 

lé die jong terr in die gras 

met al sy ribbes uitgeblaas. 
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Een 20-mil kartetsie raas - 

en skielik is 'n man net aas. 

Kop na onder, longe uit, 

sy lewe deur 'n skerf gebuit; 

die Ratels het hom hêêl verslind - 
wie huil vir hierdie moederskind? 


En in die klein mahangoeland" 

lé daar 'n troepie op die sand 
en wag vir afvoer na Ondangs ... " 
Sy gabbas tel hom op met angs, 
asof sy oorskot sonder sorg 

'n tweede keer geskend kan word ... 
en een vir een lig boshoed heen, 
sonder orders, sonder ween - 


Die trane sal nog later kom, 
maar met 'n wye langpad om; 
verdriet word daar min van gesê 
voor hom wat in die body-bag lê; 
kyk liewer na die jong gesigte, 
oud geword in die gevegte - 

ja, oud en seer 

in 'n paar uur 

daar in die hel 

genoem Smokeshell. 


Mokerhou? Sege? Nou ja, 
As hul so sê dan was dit seker so. 
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Landmyn 
(Swa/Namibiš-Grens, 1977) 


In die wielspoor 
Lê en wag ek 
vir die Boere.” 


My regte naam 

Is TM-3, maar 
Noem my sommer || 
"Kaas" of "Cheesey".””" 

Maar niemand eet aan hierdie kaas: 
Waar wiele trap, is ek die baas. 


Die Boere bly 

Soms weg, dan blaas 
Ek maar 'n trok 

Vol PB's op.” 


(PB's maak ek 
Net so maklik 
Dood as Boere). 


'n Vraag vra ek 
Nie dikwels nie. 
Ek praat maar net: 
Dis oorlogtyd 

in 'Wamboland, 
Of weet jy nie? 


Ek het nie vriend 
Of vyand nie. 
Net plofstof, sien. 


Ek is 'n myn. 


Ry jy oor my, 
Maak ek jou klaar. 
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Dis hoe my saak 
Lyk - ek, wat mos 
'n "Cheesey" is. 


Maar niemand eet aan hierdie kaas - 
Waar wiele draai, bly ek die baas. 
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Alpha-Toring, Oshikango, 1977 


Hier sit ons, 

Daar sit hy. 

Ons op die watertoring 

duskant die geslote hek 

wat spookdorp Oshikango 

van spookdorp Santa Clara skei; 
Hy op sy bankie onderkant 

die nuwe vlag van sy nuwe land, 
slaphangend en alreeds verbleik 
deur daardie einste snikheet son 
wat voor die groot aftog se blaas” 
die Porra's“" ook geteister het. 


Daar sit hy en hou ons dop, 
verkyker soos 'n masker oor 
sy menslikheid. 

En ons hierbo -- 

Ons sit en hou hom dop, 
gemasker net soos hy. 





! "Smokeshell" was die bynaam van 'n reuse Swapo-basis in Suid-Angola wat in Junie 
1980 deur 'n Suid-Afrikaanse gevegsmag na 'n woeste geveg oorrompel is. 

“ Ratel: 'n gepantserde infanterie-gevegsvoertuig. 

“ Casevac: afvoer van gesneuweldes of gewondes, verkort van “casualty evacuation ”. 
" Ack-ack: Lugafweervuur, 'n korrupsie van "anti-aircraft". 

“ Mahangoe: 'n tipe mielie. 

" Ondangs: slang-terme vir die destydse Lugmagbasis Ondangwa. 

Y "Boere" -- Swapo-skelnaam vir alle regeringstroepe, ongeag ras of velkleur. 

vii So genoem omdat hierdie besondere myn soos 'n groot ronde kaas lyk. 

* "PB's" - lede van die plaaslike bevolking. 

* Die eertydse doeanepos te Oshikango op die SWA-Angola grens was 'n streng bewaakte 
wagpos tydens die bosoorlog. 

* Die Portugese uittog uit Angola, laat 1975. 

“i Soldatebynaam vir Portugese. 
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Colyn Brookes 
(cedwardb@mweb.co.za) 


Colyn's contribution was written during the 60s for Northern Ireland. 
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For those who have served ... 


A soldier boy came home one day 
to find his girl had gone away. 

He thought he knew the reason why, 
she'd left him for a steady guy. 


On his last night home he went to a dance, 
and there he saw his girl by chance. 

He asked her why she had gone astray 

but this is all she had to say. 


“Some day I may have been your wife, 
If you had stayed in civvy life. 

Instead you chose to fight in vain, 

now go away, don't pester me again". 


With saddened heart he started back, 
along that lonesome railway track. 
Up to his barracks, lay on his bed. 

in his heart, wished he was dead. 


Next morning he had lost all hope, 
around his neck a length of rope. 

He kicked the chair and down he fell. 
his soul set loose at last in hell. 


The Padre came and cut him down, 
they shipped him to the nearest town. 
There in a box, 6 foot deep. 

forever in an endless sleep. 


So soldier boy, while you're away 

and if your girl by chance should stray. 
Remember she is not to blame, 

for in her place you'd do the same 
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John Dovey 
(dovey.john@gmail.com) 
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Soweto 


It sits, 
It waits. 


There is fear 
And hunger. 


I am a stranger, 
An abject of hatred. 


I am one in the midst, 
Inside the jaws of the beast; 


I am white, 
They are black. 
Between us, 

an infinite gulf. 


The steel shutters of their eyes, 
The deadly, implacable politeness. 
This sprawling womb of hate, 
This sordid town of fear. 


The Beast, 
Sits 

and 

Waits ! 
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Conscript 


A capricious breeze 
taunts a dragonfly 

and chills my back; 

It carries the bitter sound 
of happy people 

to my cynical ears, 

and flaunts it's freedom 
in my face. 


Brown canvas bars 
obscure my sight. 


A slender wire 

carries your voice 

to me 

at twenty cents a piece; 
and my body 

burdened with fatigue 
screams for you. 
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Darling 


It's sweltering hot 
on a Saturday afternoon. 


The music plays 
softly in the background. 


The letter I write, 
The words I say 
Must travel 

So far. 


My heart aches 
with longing and love. 


I wish I could be with you. 
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Missing You 
All I have of you 

are faded photos 

and tattered letters 
reread a hundred times 
till they are engraved 
in my head. 


I long to hear your voice 
and hold you tight 
in my arms. 


We are so far apart 
but love binds us 
with a silver thread. 


I count the days 

and hours 

and minutes 

as they tick away..... 
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I Sit Alone 


Depression 
attaches itself to me 
a limpet mine 

a leech. 


Each day 

is an age; 

the cold ash 
of a dead rage. 


The grass is green 
the smoke is blue; 
clouds tinged pink 
a coiled mood. 


Memories flit, 
a glowing coal 


smouldering cigarette. 


Death stalks my soul. 
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Oshakati: November 1986 


The heat of'the day lingers 
long after Spikes has settled down to rest. 


A faint breeze brings the promise of rain. 
Smoke curls up; 
a Camel and a Castle after a hard day. 


Memories are of the times past 
the beat of a distant radio 
provokes a sweet, bitter taste. 


We count the days 
and pore over Kodak memories 
and wait. 


Frustrations and hope 


anger and ... 
a lingering regret. 
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Nightime Blues 


It's getting late. 


The stars are out 
the tent is crowded 
water is heated 

on the gas stove 
and the aroma 

of Rat Pack coffee 
is in the air. 


There are clothes 
hanging 

and insects 
buzzing 

around the light. 


The Beach Boys 
are making 
Good Vibrations. 


Pictures of girls 
in magazines; 
Talk of home, 
good times past 


Easy affection 
forged 

by hard times 
shared. 


Also 

a faint tension 
from 

an expectation 
of attack. 
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Night-time in S.W.A. 


Bright silver 
pin pricks 

in a matte black 
sky. 


Ice green eyes flash 
from 

the inky black 
shadows 

of the night. 


Slivers of moonlight 
reflected 

off puddles 

left by the rain. 


I cannot subdue 
a pervading sense 
of dread. 
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When | tried to Phone 


Far from home 
long time to wait 
letters don’t come 
till too late! 


Call the operator 
to make a call 
wait expectant 
but get: fuck all. 


Walking back 

tears in my eyes 
that well worn track 
not even goodbyes. 
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Sentry 


I stand and watch 
with a rifle slung 
on my back. 


Smoke dribbles 
out of my nose 
and eases gently 
through the fence. 


I reach out my hand 
and grasp the wire 
and consider ... 


A dog comes past 
sniffing 

followed by it's owner, 
A girl. 


She stops 

and talks 

about herself 

and what she's doing; 

then walks on 

and leaves an open window 
to be invaded 

by the bitter wind 

of longing. 
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On a green hill not so far away. 


A woman wails 
and tears her dress. 


Her mother 

(no more) 

lies sprawled 

in knee-deep grass. 


Her Brother's eyes 
bleed 

with anger 

and deadly intent 
as he carries 

his corner 

of the blanket; 
weighed down 
by what's left 
and 

by his grief. 


The yellow mouth 

of the van 

yawns wide 

to receive her remains 
and the people scream; 
“Hamba Gashle” 

Go Well and 

“Longile Mama” 

All is well. 


We will revenge this rape. 
The phallic blade 
will pierce again 
its beloved flesh. 
We will dance our victory 


The roaring flames of their house 


will illuminate our blood 
and reflect in our eyes. 
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The Damage is Done 


A tear rolls 
out ofthe staring eye. 
Glides down 
the skin, 
weaving in and out 
of the individual hairs 
on his brown chin. 
It breaks a trail of dust 
and eases 
gently 
to the ground. 
The sticky blood 
screams its frustration 
and I marvel that 
it's just as red as mine. 
His feet bump, 
bump, 
as I drag him 
across the 
hot, white 
vampire sand, 
which sucks deliriously 
at the thick red meal. 
Buzzing black scavenger flies 
join the banquet. 
There's no room in their 
tiny hearts 
for hatred, 
or regret. 
I can only stare, 
perversely fascinated 
by the sight of grey brains 
liberally distributed 
for the industrious ants 
to carry away. 
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Innocent 


I lie in bed 
toss and turn 
I curl up 
into a ball. 


The sheet has fallen 
off the bed 

alone and defenceless 
in my sleep. 


I whimper and cry 
and I don't know 
why you stay, 

but please 

don't go away. 


I need you 
to cover me 
when I sleep. 
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At the pool 


Lie and steam 


sun streams down. 


A torrent 
of sweat; 
white skin 
burnt red. 


Ice cold 
coke 
glugs down. 


Sun glints 
off blue water. 


We worship; 
prostrate 
before the heat. 


Oil glistens 

and music plays; 
too lazy 

to even 

brush away 

a fly. 
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A Eulogy for Craig 


The street lights are hazy 
in the late night mist. 
Sleep eludes me, 

so I stand outside 

in the cool air 

and have a last 

Cigarette. 


Images of a friend 
replay themselves 
ceaselessly in my mind; 


It's hard to grasp the reality 
of his death. 

His laugh and smile 

the way he walked 

the things he said 

each evoke images 

too powerful to forget. 


I write this eulogy 
in a vain attempt 
to expiate my grief. 


And when the tears are dry 
and all the words are said 
T will remember him 

just because 

he was my friend. 
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Cobus Venter 
(cobus@netcentral.co.uk) 
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Cobus served with inter alia 32 Bn and the Parabats (he jumped into Cassinga). 
His story is told in “Pro Patria” as related to Barry Fowler. 


This contribution was penned as a dedication he posted on the online Roll of 
Honour. It was not intended as a poetry contribution, but it fits into the theme of 
this book and reflects the sense of “Brothers in Arms” that is typical of soldiers 
and their disrespect for anyone and anything not intimately involved with the 
hardship they are experiencing. 


It is also a very poignant small piece. 
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Dedicated especially to: Dave Berry, Joao Bacar, Ian Suttil, Charlie Small, Ray 
Richards & Homera De Nobriega, I still remember Dec 77, Christmas in Mtoko, 
and us singing: 


"Jingle Bells, 
Mortar shells, 
Zanlas' in the grass, 
You can take your Merry Christmas, 
and stick it up your A#%&$" 


I still miss you, and some days I wish that I was on the journey with you which 
you started so long ago at different times, and we were still that happy band of 


brothers 


Sleep well my Friends, and may God truly bless Africa 


41 


42 


Ore Genie. oubNS o? 

' Dre uuG Key, CoBus 
SE ONGEDULD GRAN 

PN Fxex p læ 
uiTtoof PPP 





Steve Seargent 


(steve.seargent@googlemail.com) 
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Steve served with the South African Police. He saw a lot of service in SWA as 
well as spending some time on secondment to Rhodesia. 


Steve says of his poems: 

“The first two were written almost at the same time following a heavy contact in 
November 1976. Then I had an American girl friend who wrote very good poems 
and I had written a few about the bush for her. These were a different kettle of 
fish though and she was guite shocked by them. The first relates to the original 
1976 riots and an incident in Mamelodi.” 


“The second was I suppose testimony to the training we had received at 
Maleoskop. What I still remember to this day is how nothing passed through my 
mind he was like a pop up target and I reacted just as on the range. That never 
ceases to amaze me how automatic and flowing that reaction was as there was 
no time to think or reason, it was just done. That certainly saved my life! He fell 
into a little stream and John added the last line as an interesting (and 
appropriate) play on words.” 


44 


Did you mean it 


Did you mean it 

when you shot towards me in crowd? 

Did you mean it when the tear hit the ground 
as they draped me with a shroud? 


What did you feel as the FN jumped, 

as the bricks and stones rained? 

Did you see where your bullet hit 

as you screamed in fear your body strained? 


What, child-man, did you think and feel 
as your buddies jumped and howled? 
Did you mean to shoot me in the crowd 
or was it someone else's round? 


Your face dead pan, you're now a man 
You saved the day and a child's no more 
The crowd ran 

But 

how do you think you'll win this war? 
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This time you know 


This time you know 
The phosphor glowed 
The target jumped 
Your FN! thumped 


The bullet zips 

The rifle dips 

Tap Tap just as taught 
You have no thought 


He stands in pain 

Tap smack tap smack 

The FN spits its deadly rain 
He spasms & strains 

As the bullets crack 


He dances and jives 
You duck and dive 
You roll and scream 
As he hits the stream 


and the stream hits him... 





' Fabrique Nationale 7.62mm SLR Assault Rifle. Also known as an R1 
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Going home again 


Going home again, it's back to the States for me, 
There for months I've longed to be! 


To see the flicks, check the chicks and jol around in bars, 
To smell the city and see the lights not the twinkling stars. 


We've fought and conguered the SWAPO lads, 
We ain't going back in a Jiffy bags! 


We're clean and sparkling safe and free 
It's off to Joey's delights for me! 


The Flossie drones on its homeward flight, 
The stars beckoning in the night. 


Southwards homeward away from strife, 
To a clean and civilised dust free life! 


“This was written in 1979 when I left SWA for the first time thinking that was it 
RH if only! P" 
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Casspir 


No more Hippo's, 

no more Mogs 

no more little Noddys 
built by frogs. 


No more need to moan and gasp 
as Ratel's roar and thunder past. 


Casspir's our new Garrie's name 


eat our dust in the fast lane! 


“Needs no introduction we were the main manne on the block when these 
arrived. Kalahari Ferraris we called them! Obviously the SAP did not use any 
after line one but hey, poetic licence boet! " 


48 


Owambo Patrol 


Blinding white under azure heaven 
endless shimmering haze of heat 
of dust and sand beneath our feet. 


Boots puffing dusty breaths 
parching bloodshot gritty eyes 
lips tormented by hairy flies. 


Thorns and bushes form a maze 
through which we grunt and glide 
behind our silent Bushman guide. 


Silent signal and down we sink 
birds are silent a smell of fear 
is it for you that death is here? 


Furtive movements in the trees 
bird trilled whistle warning shout 
steel and lead rush about. 


Where is death in SWAPO's guise? 
Light and sound assault your brain 
you hold your panic under rein. 


Fleeting green before you runs 
your rifle kicks the bullet misses 
as he rolls into the bushes. 


Another bang another cry 
“Soutpiel jou fokken etter” 
Mostert's aim is clearly better. 
Deafening silence now arrives 


panting gasps and laboured breath 
once again you've cheated death. 


“Probably my most heart felt poem. I did not write much else after this.” 
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Medal 


What is this thing, 
a star of tin, 
they pinned onto my chest? 


On ribbon grey 
of Owambo sand 
and red of Caprivi's sun. 


Was it worth 
my fear and dread, 
and loss of nightly rest? 


A payment 

from the State 

for all the hate............. 
and your lost innocence son! 


“This was written after my Dad and I attended a medal parade where I got the 
SA Star for Combating Terrorism. The thought gelled from Napoleon 's line that 
a man will give his life for a bit of tin and thus my rhetorical guestion 'What's it 
really for?’ His answer is the last line ‘Payment for your loss of innocence son’. 
I was not yet 21, and could not see a 4 - 21 movie!” 
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Owambo Piele 


Ag nee 

alweer Owambo piele 
Ruik soos tekkies 
Gemaak uit ou wiele 
Kak sleg kos 
Owambo Piele 


"Remember those god-awful grey brown tinned Vienna’s? We in the SAP called 
them “Owambo piele” the reason should be obvious ...” 
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Mokorro fisherman 


Balanced mantis 

on a hollow log 

a pole man punts 

the gleaming Okavango. 


With glistening thigh 
and scowling brow 
he prowls 

the oily Okavango. 


What perils lurk 

what creatures await 

a fisherman on 

the teeming Okavango? 
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The suicide 


Blood spattered roof 
cold proof 

he's met his doom 

in this turmoiled room. 


Childlike letter 

how he wanted better 

all splattered on the floor 
a life no more. 


What drove him on 

to pull the trigger 

and so be gone 

from life's unending rigour? 


Your harlots kiss 
in nights of bliss 
to a lovesick heart 
you tore apart. 


First love so sure 

with happiness pure 

till he drank the poison chalice 
you filled with spite and malice. 


Your mocking barbs 

hit him so hard 

when his heart was low 

a churning twisting blow. 


Your lingering kiss 

to another's lips 

before mocking friends 
pushed him to this end. 


On parents door a mournful bell 
it's now my hell 

as I start to tell 

their son is now departed......... 


through you!! 


"I wrote this after a young conscript committed suicide over a loose lady who he 
had fallen in love (infatuation) with, publicly humiliated him with an Airforce 
whalla at Rundu club. I was the poor bastard who was chosen to go and tell his 
father a senior high SAP ranking officer. I gave this to the "lady" at the funeral 
with the final line written in red. She never spoke to me again" 


Caprivi sunset 


With fire of a flamenco dancer 
swirling turning bold and brash 
skirts fringed with black tree ash. 


Hues of orange red and black 
shimmering fire and screaming light 
with bolero cape of inky night. 


Swooning gracefully with dancers glow 


with halo rays of sapphire blue 
you don a cloak of midnight hue. 


Anyone who has experienced a South West sun set in all its splendour will relate 
to this. The colours are magnificent dancing swirling just like a Spanish dancer. 
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FN Wife 


You are my lover 

clutched to my chest 

cold plastic and metal sight 

you give me comfort through the night. 


TII never lose you or abuse you 

I caress you daily with brush and oil 
I bribe you 20 sticks of gold 

to protect me till I grow old. 


Your weight is massive on patrol 
dragging nagging with silent drain 
I curse and swear but you stay mute 
until it's time for me to shoot. 


Then we buck like frenzied lovers 
jumping and pushing with joyful thrust 
spurting forth lead fire and sound 
protecting each other round by round. 


We were always told in the college that your rifle was your wife. I had to kiss 
mine, lick the mud off "her" and cuddle "her" after I dropped her on an obstacle 
course. 

Many months later, I wrote this following a contact in Owamboland. 


2 


Heinie Lorenzen 


(Heinie.Lorenzen@sanlam.co.za) 
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Heinie Lorenzen did his officers training at MLW (Mechanised Leader's Wing), 
Tempe in 1987, served at ISAI as a Mechanised Mortar Fire Group and Platoon 
Commander in 88 and 89, served with Regiment Groot Karoo in Ops Packer in 
1988 and ended his service as a Citizen Force Captain with the Cape Town 
Highlanders. 
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Weet Jy? 


Weet jy wat aangaan in die kop van *n soldaat? 
Hy wat vroeg opstaan en die land bewaak. 
Weet jy hoe dit voel om neéntien te wees, 

ver van die huis, verdwaal, verwees? 


Weet jy hoe lyk Suidwes agter `n doringdraad, 
die natuurskoon, die prag, maar ook die haat? 
Weet jy hoe dit voel om twee goeie jare te gee, 
terwyl jou vriende intussen hoë poste beklee? 


Weet jy hoe dit voel om in ‘n ‘foxhole’ te sit 
terwyl die MIG's en D30's die aarde laat ruk? 
Weet jy wat dit doen om lyke te sien brand 

en jy weet hulle het gesterf aan jou hand? 


Weet jy hoe dit voel om huis-toe te gaan asof niks gebeur, 

maar soms in jou bed — voel jy nog na jou geweer? 

Kyk in die oë van `n agtienjarige soldaat, 

hulle sprankel van energie, krag; maar daar agter — dis ‘n ander saak. 


Het jy al deur `n visier gekyk 

hoe klein en nietig die vyand (b)lyk? 

Het jy al ‘n bom in “n loop afgegooi, 

al weet jy waar hy land mense gaan dooi? 


Word ‘n seun ‘n man in die mag 

Of ontneem die twee jaar hom van sy lewenskrag? 
Is dit die rede hoekom mense so suip; 

om agter die hartseer en pyn weg te kruip? 


Het jy al mense gehaat wat praat 

asof die dinge glad nie saak maak? 
Was daar enige sin in dit was ons doen 
of het ons net ons eie toekoms gedoem? 


Weet jy wat my wakker hou in die aand; 

die wete dat ek terug is, maar niemand verstaan? 
Indien jy egter die dinge verstaan 

weet ek verseker — jy was ook daar... 


28 Desember 1992 
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Larry Daley 


(daleyl@peak.org) 
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Larry fought during the Cuban Revolution. After the revolution, he moved to 
Miami and entered an academic life, but his passion for his homeland has never 
dimmed. 


Larry retains an interest in all things Cuban, and became a part of the discussion 


list Army Talk where he provides a Cuban take on various discussions on 
Southern African military affairs. 
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Poetry is akin to madness, 
and war brings it on 


Victory ours, we travel west run to flee in fear 

all guns and tanks and glory. across the green beauty 

Grateful crowds cheer madly, of a palm- strewn plain. 

and while women wildly 

give themselves to cause, A golden sun dies 

betrayed is freedom's dawning. sinking fast 
in a tropical sky, 

Hunger fades now no longer blue, 

to visions midst our lassitude. but crimson as blood's cruel stain 

In starving reverie, 

slowly trance-like, I see visions 

we ride along, in that sunset's red. 

not sure as just to where. An alien monster's hatred, 
hidden inside a scheming brain, 

Mandrels is in a cruel borning. 

of a roulette wheel, 

steel truck axels Spawn of perverted theory, 

slowly turn men blinded by pride 

Rotating tires clock are in secret plotting 

our hours of chance. countless nights of trembling fears, 
and days of endless deaths. 

The warm day fades Future years will fill with gore and 

to chill epiphany. tears. 


Growing shadows 
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A una bella india misguita 
Light plays on planes 

of high cheeked beauty; 

it illuminates her light brown face 

Huge dark eyes stare lustfully 

She knows delighted that I am watching her. 


Blood calls ancient blood, 

I am seeing Tanama incarnate 
She then willing warmly whispers 
tomorrow's availability 

but this cannot happen here. 


I tell her of my ancestress Leonela. 
Mistress of noble war lord 


And she tells me that 
She knows that Leonela was beautiful 


P.S. Today I am seventy, and yet that war seems as yesterday....... (21 Sep. 2006) 
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Santiago de Juan 
(KraZQban@aol.com) 
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Eduardo was never inclined to write poetry. I was. 

I left in Cuba enough poems for a book, but I carry over seven decades on my 
shoulder, my memory fails me to recall them. 

However, on December 31, 1958, at the staircase of the building we have been 
holding on for almost a week engaging the Batista's soldiers entrenched at the 
Grand Hotel of Santa Clara that sit just across the Park, under the dim light of a 
candle, I scribbled my feelings. 

You must remember that the time and place, it has been almost seven years of 
fighting Batista, that Santa Clara has no electricity, no water. Almost a week 
without barely any food and drinking the water that was left in the toilet tanks of 
a few bathrooms. The six of us were very tired but unable to rest. The night 
before, a tank that came at midnight to bring supplies to those at the Grand Hotel 
spotted us and open fire with her cannon following by some from the machine 
guns. Knowing all this, it is easy to understand my feelings. 

The literary value is minimal, but not the value of the true feelings of a warrior. 
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Afo Nuevo 


Un afio mas que se va, 

Una esperanza menos nos queda 
Como lägrima que rueda 

Y que jamas volvera. 


Un afio atras dejado 
Lleno de dias sin sol, 
de suefios no realizados 
De angustias y dolor. 


A media noche repican las campanas 
Anunciando que nace un nuevo aiio, 
Nuevo suefíos sembraremos 


Para al final recoger más desengaiios. 


Santa Clara, Cuba, 
Diciembre 31, 1958 
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Afterword 


This small collection of verse gives a tiny slice of the emotions that were 
common then, and are, I believe, universal. 

I would like to thank the contributors. Hauling out these old scribblings and 
going over them resurrected a lot of memories that most would have preferred to 
keep buried. It is also a difficult thing to take something so personal written 20 
years ago and expose it to the public eye. 

Thank you to Loftie for permission to use some of his illustrations in this book. 

I am planning a second anthology, and I would like to encourage you to send in 
contributions. I am looking for poems, verse and doggerel from people who were 
there, wives, girlfriends, brothers, sisters, mothers, fathers, etc. Email them to me 


at publish@justdone.co.za. 


Thank you for taking the time to listen. 


And a final toast, 
“Here's to us, and those like us, damn few left”. 


JD 
Durban, 2006. 
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